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	1. Chapter 1

AFTERMATH. CHAPTER ONE

**Authors Note:** I'm so relieved to let everyone know that I finally have been inspired to write again. I was very worried that the spark had been lost in my grief over the unexpected loss of my mother but it came back, thankfully. I guess that means that my numbness is slowly disappearing and normality is returning. I guess it means that I can write while I grieve. I guess it means that life goes on. I'm grateful. So grateful. So much has happened in a very short time and truly this year so far has been just awful. But I believe that better days are coming.

And I'm gonna stick to that belief.

**AFTERMATH:**

A beam of sunshine cracked its way through the window blinds and stabbed me in the eye with malicious and cruel intent.

"Owwww," I moaned pitifully, closing my eyelids in protest. Holy cow, that was bright.

I lay sprawled on my couch, miserable and hurting. My own fault really.

For one: this sofa was not designed to support 6 foot 2 inch drunken beasts and for two: I'm pretty sure I should count myself lucky that I hadn't gotten alcoholic poisoning considering how much Jack I'd soaked in last night.

My right foot lay in an awkward position, uncomfortably squashed in the corner of the couch and I probably had the breath of a dragon but there was nothing I could do about either of these things right now - it would take too much energy to fix these problems so I decided to just lay there and quietly die.

I tried to go back to sleep but my thumping head wouldn't let me. I didn't even have to move for it to send waves of nausea and intolerable pain through my whole body.

Bloody hell, I was in purgatory.

My beast - well, he lay curled in the foetal position, snoring his ass off. He better stay that way too - I couldn't deal with him at the moment.

Just to rub salt into the giant wound that was me, my mind threw at me all the reasons why I was in this sorry state in the first place. And then played last night's scenes on repeat, just for the hell of it.

My heart twisted at every repeated vision of Catherine's devastated eyes. God, what a colossal ass I was. It didn't matter what reasoning I came up with - the fact was, I'd hurt her. I'd put my hand on her in anger.

Unacceptable.

Even if I'd been in beast-mode at the time, it didn't matter. Still un-fucking-acceptable.

No matter that she'd pushed me beyond my limits, her behaviour questionable, that was no justification. There never was for a man hurting a woman. She probably hated me now.

Couldn't blame her if she did.

Shit.

I wondered how she was feeling, if she was okay. I wanted to see her, check up on her. Apologise to her again; tell her how goddamn sorry I was. I'd beg her forgiveness if I had to.

But I knew she probably wouldn't want to see me at the moment.

I couldn't blame her.

Maybe I could watch her from a distance? Get onto some rooftop where she couldn't see me? Or I could sneak onto her fire escape, take a peak through her window until I could verify that she was ok? I'd be so careful, she'd never know, never suspect. I could easily track her - her scent was ingrained in my memory and in my body: my skin and lungs drenched in her unique sweet and spicy scent.

But no, I dismissed these ideas immediately. She was a cop - she'd probably catch me anyway and think I'm some sort of stalker as well as an asshole.

I grimaced then wished I hadn't as even that minor movement sent extra strong thumps banging at my skull.

Jesus, I don't remember if I've ever been this hungover before but if I had, how I'd survived is a damn miracle because this was sheer hell. However... If I wanted to go check on her, that meant I had to move. And sometime soon. I didn't see how that was possible though in my current state.

I could just wait it out until the need for the bathroom became a problem and deal with it then.

Yeah. I'll do that, I sighed.

But... Not even five minutes later, the need hit. Son of a bitch, now I HAD to move. I sighed again. Fuck, this was gonna hurt.

Moaning, I slowly and painstakingly pulled myself up until I could sit upright and put my feet on the floor. Like a freight train the pain in my head slammed sickeningly against my skull, vicious and nauseating. Groaning I dropped my head into my hands, elbows on knees as I did my best to stop my brain from leaking out of my ears.

Christ Almighty, have mercy.

To make matters worse, my beast woke up and he wasn't fucking happy. Like a bear with a trapped paw, he roared in pain and thrashed against my tethers.

Shit, shit, shit. Stop! Not now, for fuck's sake!

I gasped, breathing heavily as I tried desperately to reign everything in: him, my head and my stomach. It took some moments before the danger of keeling over was gone but eventually Beastie-boy was whining pathetically, under control again.

Right. Never drinking this much again.

Ever.

The next ten minutes were brutal as I made my way slowly, miserably across the room and upstairs to the bathroom. I'm fairly sure I blacked out at some point. But I eventually made it before either my bladder or my beast cried.

Afterwards, I dragged my clothes off and stepped into the shower, leaning both hands on the wall tiles, head hanging between my shoulders and letting the hot water beat down on my neck and run in long rivulets down my naked aching body, the steamy heat soothing in its warmth. Even my beast settled down some, no longer whining thank God.

Long long minutes later when the water started to cool I washed up, moving carefully, then stepped out feeling marginally better. Now I'm pretty certain I was only 80 percent dying.

Yeah, not doing this again.

Finishing up in the bathroom I got dressed, very careful not to move too suddenly or jarringly.

Coffee next. Great big gulps of strong black java. And some grease. Yeah. Bacon and eggs should do the trick. Definitely.

Back downstairs it was slow going to make the coffee but once it was ready, I sat at the table drinking it hot, strong and black and cradling the mug gently in my hands like the beacon of salvation that it was. I groaned in pleasure at the first taste, thoroughly appreciating every worker at every coffee plantation in every country around the world. God bless their hard working souls.

Having finished that cup and feeling a little less like worm-meal, I got up to pour myself another but in my efforts to not move too jarringly and spare my aching head, I misjudged my steps and bashed my toes into the steal frame of the table, sending pain shooting through my whole body.

"Owwww FUCK!" I yelled, causing my beast to growl angrily at me in protest of the sudden noise.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" I yelled again, slamming one hand down on the table for balance as I grabbed my throbbing toes with the other.

Beastie howled in pain at the physical abuse, much offended and pissed at the racket I was making and before I could stop him I transformed, roaring my displeasure at the world. Jesus! As if I wasn't suffering enough.

Claws out, veins thickened and eyes yellow, I raged for a moment or two, bellowing long and loud until the painful throbbing eased off and I could take a few calming breaths.

With each deep inhale, my poor abused toes felt better and I was eventually able to revert back into myself. I collapsed backwards into the chair, putting my injured foot up onto my knee to inspect it and give it a comforting rub.

Christ. Between the massive hangover and the beaten up toes, it's no wonder I'd beasted out. They probably don't make painkillers strong enough for this kind of crap.

Speaking of painkillers... I better get some into me along with some food. The sooner the better.

But as I stood up very very carefully, I realised that something was different. It took me a confused moment to figure out - unbelievably, my head felt fine. My stomach too. No pain, no throbbing or aching, no nausea.

What the hell? Where did it go?

This wasn't possible. How can I just stop being hungover like that? Been sick as a dog one minute then perfectly okay the next? And I was okay. I felt fine.

What happened?

I'd beasted out, that's what happened, I suddenly realised. Holy crap! Beasting out had cured the hangover from hell. Huh! Who the fuck would've guessed that could happen? Not me.

I grinned, pretty goddamned pleased with the discovery. Maybe I'd known it before but I can't remember knowing it before so this was damn brilliant. Hell yes, it was, I laughed. My beast gave a little happy growl and went back to sleep.

Still grinning a little, I started making the world's best breakfast in celebration - a cheese, onion and mushroom omelette with crispy bacon.

It was while I was eating this best breakfast that the professor dude barged into my mind.

Ha. Of course. I should have thought of him before. I'd go see the professor and ask HIM to check on Catherine. He was meant to be my best friend, wasn't he? He'd do that for me, surely. That way, I could be reassured of her state without her being any more frightened of me than she already was - I couldn't stand that thought.

Not that I could blame her.

If I couldn't find him, then I'd track her from a distance. Either way, I'd know she was okay.

It occurred to me that I hadn't seen him since the day I'd woken up on his couch which felt like a lifetime ago but was in reality just a couple of days back. A helluva lotta stuff had happened in a short time, for sure.

Right. Now that I had a plan I was impatient to get it underway so I finished eating, gulped down the last of the coffee and stashed the dirty dishes in the dishwasher.

Racing upstairs to brush my teeth and dress fully, I felt a surge of anticipation, which didn't really make sense at all because I was going to see JT Forbes, not Catherine.

I told myself that all I was gonna do was get the professor to check on her. Nothing more. There was no reason to think I'd be seeing her anytime soon. She wouldn't want to see me.

Can't blame her for that.

I stood outside the door of Forbes's house - an old whitewashed brick and concrete building with fake pillars running up to its peaked roofline. I could hear the sounds of music coming through the thick door - some fast and chirpy dance beat that was irritating as hell. Was he seriously listening to this crap? Like some teenage girl? Shit, I'd rather listen to nails scraping down a chalk board than this sugary-pop.

I knocked. Then knocked louder when there was no answer. Louder still a third time. But naturally he'd done deaf with that insult to the ears blaring away. So I tried the door handle and found it unlocked - geez that was real smart of him.

Opening the door slightly, I slipped inside the huge cavernous room only to be confronted by the disconcerting sight of him, the professor dude, skipping rope in time to the electro-dance beat of my nightmares.

Even my beast cringed.

"Hey" I called loudly to get his attention. Which I did as JT startled, stopped skipping and backed up in fear. I froze in my tracks too, not wanting him to have a heart attack.

"Vincent! Hey" he said, trying not to show his apprehension but I could see the nervous sweat, hear his thumping heart. Not all of that was from the exercise.

"Hey," I repeated. "I'm...I'm sorry. I knocked." I felt a little bad now for just barging in on him.

"Oh, it's okay. This is where you live." He realised his blunder immediately. "Or lived."

He turns off the god-awful music - yes, thank you, God - muttering in embarrassment as he puts his skipping rope on the bar stool, "it keeps me motivated." Right. "The beat, not the lyrics." Okay. Whatever floats your boat, dude. Onto more important stuff...

"Have you seen Catherine anywhere? Or do you know if she's okay?" I asked, anxious for the answer but staying stoic as always.

"She's great. Happy to have you back. We both are." JT says.

That meant he knew nothing of what happened last night.

" Yeah, I'm not so sure about that," I said with a little sarcasm.

"Look, if you're sensing any weirdness on her part, it's probably just that she wants you to remember and I know that's a lot of pressure but..."

"Yeah, look, could you just tell her that I'm sorry?" I interrupted his attempt at explanation, which while well-meant and entirely true, wasn't really the pressing issue here. I turned to leave, feeling a need to escape before I confessed my sins to this virtual stranger. But his words stopped me.

"Don't apologise", he exclaimed. " It's like head trauma. These things take awhile." He was being a nice guy, understanding of my situation. Why was he being nice? I didn't deserve it. And I barely knew him.

"But I can fill in some blanks for you, yanno? " he continued, tempting me with knowledge. "Relationship highlights".

"No. No, that's ..." I protested. But it was a sorry effort.

"Just so you're familiar with the facts. I'm not expecting to jog anything." By now, the dude had lost all his nervousness and fear, speaking with confidence.

I had my chance to stop him right at that point but I couldn't. I really did wanna hear what he would say so I kept silent and watched him intently as I absorbed every bit of information he gave.

"So, aahhh, you crashed her Dad's wedding. That was a big moment," JT says with relish. I did? Why wasn't I invited?

"Uhhh...oh! And the hotel pool," he says as he walked around the huge bar to get a bottle of water. "We thought we'd cured you and so you two went to the Ashcroft and got swimsuits at the, ahhh, gift shop."

Cured me? Of what? But that thought was lost as I suddenly pictured what the gorgeous detective would look like in a swimsuit. Oh man. A one piece or two? I bet it was black. My mouth watered.

I didn't realise I'd wandered closer to the bar until JT nervously rushed on with : " But yeah...I know cause it was on my credit card but you don't have to pay me back."

So I had him to thank for sexy swimsuits on sexy girlfriends? Maybe I could see a little of why he was my supposed best friend.

"I hurt her", I suddenly blurted. Damn, I wasn't planning on confessing that! It just stumbled out of my mouth unexpectedly and that wasn't like me. Not at all.

JT looks absolutely stunned. "Physically?" He asks in a bemused voice.

Feeling like absolute crap, I said, "She was asking questions...things that I can't talk about. And I got...I got frustrated and I ..."

Agitated now, I paced a little then turned back to him, restless. "I got overwhelmed. And I just felt cornered," I finished a little defensively. Although why the hell I was explaining myself was a fricken mystery. There was something about this guy...something that makes me spill when it's the last thing I would normally do. Maybe it was because he looked like such a geeky innocent. Whatever it was, it was unnerving.

"But she's okay, right?" JT asks, deeply concerned. It was obvious how much he cared about her.

"She seems to be...fine, but..." I said, guilt twisting through me nastily. But I didn't know that she was fine. I needed him to find out that she was fine. I just wanted her to be fine.

"But what?" JT prompted me.

"If I can't tell her...I feel terrible about it, okay? That's why I'm here." I couldn't seem to help the harsh tone of my voice, the sadly defeated look on the professor's face getting to me and twisting the guilt-knife further.

"Could you just tell her that it'll never happen again and I will stay away." And I turned to leave, wanting to escape as fast as possible from those words, from the hollow echo they left in my chest. Goddamn it to hell.

"It's just..." JT calls out after me, bringing me to a halt. "After everything you two have been through, I don't know if that'll be what she wants".

Damn, those words sent a frisson of hope spiralling through me. My heart did its weird ass thump thing that was usually reserved for when she was near me. I don't know what he meant by all that we'd been through, but it doesn't matter. If there was a chance...

But no. There couldn't be. For her sake.

I turned back to face JT, meeting his anxious eyes as I said intently: "It doesn't matter. I don't wanna hurt her and I can't tell her the truth so...just...please...check on her."

Turning towards the door, this time he didn't try to stop me and I was grateful - the temptation to believe that I could rectify the situation between Catherine and myself was huge and I could easily see myself grasping at any straws. But...no.

My cell phone rang as I was leaving and I answered quietly so JT couldn't overhear me, "Condor".

"You at your computer?" It was Agent Tucker, my contact with the secretive asshole commander.

"No, I'm headed there now", I said as I headed west down the street.

"I found another target but I may've been exposed. That's why I'm calling you first. I'm sending you the details right now."

I could hear the sounds of him opening then closing a car door.

"It's not much but if you..." Tucker's voice trailed off for a moment then a muttered: "What the ?"

"Sir?" I tried to get a response.

"Agent Tucker?" I called again. Odd sounds came through the line; something that sounded like choking, scuffling and other sounds too indistinct to recognise.

The hair at the back of my neck spiked suddenly. My beast snarled, hackles rising.

"The final seconds can be unbearable or peaceful", said a British voice thick with malice. "Your choice. Tell me how you found me." He wasn't speaking to me.

"Screw you," Agent Tucker's voice was strangled, low. More scuffling. Groans. Gasps. Then a sudden eerie silence.

A silence that took on a malevolent ominous air as heavy breathing suddenly filled the phone line, ugly and vile. My instincts screamed beast.

"Who is this?" I asked but I knew I wouldn't get an answer.

And I didn't.

The phone line was as dead as Tucker likely was.


	2. Chapter 2

**Author's Note:** From the time I started to write, (waaaayyyy back in november, lol) I've always loved getting reviews or even just a short hello comment. It gave me an idea of how I was going, if I was any good at writing and if people were enjoying the trip through Vincent's mind. It's going to be even more important for me to hear from you because from this chapter onwards, things are changing...IMO s2 started to have issues from this episode onwards - the cracks in the plot and in character's personalities started to really falter from here and got progressively worse. Prior to episode three, it wasn't a big deal, was good even, but the show lost its way from here to much later in the season. I always knew that what I wanted to do was write from Vincent's point of view AND write what I think SHOULD have happened, what I would have accepted.

So from this chapter onwards, you'll start to see changes, small in the beginning but building up to bigger changes, and still incorporating aspects of the show.

With that in mind, please do review or message me your thoughts or questions- I really love hearing from you and connecting with you, especially now with the changes coming. Hopefully you'll enjoy it still. Much love to you all for following my stories and don't forget to leave your name in your comments if you're reviewing as a guest. Thanks so much for your continued support. ❤️❤️❤️

AFTERMATH. CHAPTER TWO

The moment I got back to the boathouse I grabbed my laptop and sat at the table, logging into the encrypted file that Agent Tucker had sent. There hadn't been any point in trying to locate him after that interrupted phone call - I'd find out soon enough.

As I ran the decryption program to unlock the file, I drummed my fingers impatiently, questions circling my mind. Just how many damn beasts were there? And was I the only one capable of eliminating them? That didn't seem likely. We were all beasts and therefore capable. It wasn't rare or unusual to have one-man covert operations but under these unusual circumstances, beastly circumstances? Somehow that didn't sit right with me anymore. Zhou and the beast-assassin I could justify because one was the creator and the other was bought for millions, made for the client's purposes. But now another one? How many more? Were there more made for money?

The decryption finished and I opened the file, finding Tucker's detail on a London-born soldier last seen in Afghanistan roughly a decade ago.

Soldier, huh? Well, isn't that interesting?

My thoughts were suddenly distracted by a prickling of my senses. A slither of sensation across my skin as a sweet and spicy fragrance invaded my conscious. I stiffened, frozen in disbelief.

SHE couldn't be here.

No way. She wouldn't be anywhere near me. Yet...

Yet my senses wouldn't, couldn't deceive me.

My beast gave a little growl right then, alerted and stimulated by Catherine's heady aroma along with the steady thump of her heartbeat coming closer and clearer with every microsecond.

The knock at the door, when it came, sent my own heartbeat jumping out of my chest. I slammed down the laptop lid and practically hurtled the furniture in my hurry to get to the door.

Goddamn it! She was here!

I took a moment to calm down and make sure my poker face was firmly in place before I opened the door.

And there she was.

I was a little dumbstruck, in disbelief that she was here. I scanned her quickly, making sure she was unharmed, devouring every inch of her beautiful face and getting lost in the shiny green gold of those amazing eyes of hers, my heart doing its by now familiar hard thumping.

She stared nervously up at me, her own heart rate elevated as our eyes locked onto each other's and held.

And held.

I swear the connection between us throbbed - alive with heat.

"Hey," I said, an eternity later.

"Hey," she replied.

And still we stood there, staring, unable to let go.

Finally though, I got myself together enough to invite her in.

"Come in," I said, stepping back.

She brushed past me as she entered the room and my beast shivered, his awareness of her sensitive and carnal. I took a breath, filling my lungs with her unique aroma, nerve endings tingling and sighing in pleasure.

God, she smelled so amazing.

She walked into the centre of the room and turned to face me as I closed the door. I slowly walked to her, hands in pockets, drawn to get closer as always.

Our eyes searched each others; an entire conversation, deeply heartfelt passing unspoken between us. Somehow we both understood instinctively what couldn't yet be said.

My heartbeat battled with hers, loud, erratic and distracting.

Damn this woman made me work for my cool. I wanted to reach out and touch her. Run my fingers through her long dark hair and trace my thumb over her pouty lower lip. My fingertips itched to feel her skin again.

But I didn't dare. It was miracle enough that she stood here in front of me.

She licked her lips nervously and I shivered again.

"Are you okay?" I asked her, needing to hear her say out loud that she was.

"Yes."

I guess I should feel better hearing that but I don't. Not yet, I don't.

"JT told me that you asked him to check up on me, see that I'm okay after..." she trailed off, uncertainty lurking in her eyes.

"Yeah," I acknowledged.

"You can't do that," she said suddenly, steel in her voice and determination flaring. "You can't cross that line. EVER."

My heart thudded hard, knocking against my ribs. I knew she was talking about the shove, not about asking JT.

"I know," I said in a rough voice, her vulnerability and strength pulling at my emotions from deep within. "I won't."

Jesus, never again. Never EVER.

"Look, Catherine, I ...I..." I stumbled over my words, wanting to say just the right thing and not scare her away. "I'm so sorry about what happened. It's killing me that I hurt you," Desperate for her to see my sincerity, I let my stoic face fall for a moment, letting her in just a little. I needed her to believe my words because I meant them with every fibre of my body.

"I'll never do that again. I promise you that." I vowed.

Staring intently down at her, I could see she was absorbing those words, weighing them up and making decisions.

"I was having such a great time with you and then I felt overwhelmed and angry and ...and I lashed out...God, I'm so sorry for that..." I rambled uneasily into the continued silence. "It's just that there are things I can't talk about. But I want to spend time with you, get to know you, only it would have to be without..." I hesitated, trying to find the best way to phrase this.

"Without my asking questions of you," she finished for me.

This was excruciating.

"Yeah", I said.

"I do too," she said softly and I held my breath waiting for the "but".

Except it didn't come.

She simply held my gaze captive and my heart did a painful somersault.

Could this be happening? Jesus, is she really giving me another chance and making me the luckiest dumbass on the planet?

I cleared my throat, which was oddly a little thick.

"How about tonight? I mean I could come by your place , that is if you're free and..."

"Okay," she said with a little smile, eyes shining.

My beast roared in victory. Jesus H. Christ.

I wanted to punch the air.

"7 o'clock?" I asked.

"Yeah, that sounds great," she replied and just like that, we had plans.

A date. Fuck yeah.

She started for the door, intent on leaving which I really didn't want her to do but I did have work to finish...crap.

"Catherine," I called just as she opened the front door and she turned back to me.

"Thank you," I told her, deeply sincere.

"For what?" she asked, unsure of my intent.

"For giving me another shot". Our eyes held, hazel into green-gold.

She gave me a small smile and left.

I stood there a long moment, still disbelieving. Her perfume clung to the air as if to prove she really had been here and I hadn't dreamt it. I took a deep breath, filling my chest with her aroma, captivated and intoxicated.

The cell phone rudely interrupted with its harsh blaring and I dragged my mind out of its stupor.

"Condor", I said, the coded I.D confirming that it was the commander. Just great. Duty calls.

"What have you got, soldier?" His digitally distorted voice really irritated my senses, particularly after Catherine's sultry smooth tones.

"We have a situation, Sir. Tucker is presumed dead at this point. I was on the phone with him when it happened. I could hear a struggle. I think the new target did it, Sir." I reported.

"Why do you say that?" he questioned.

"Because I heard him ask Tucker how he'd found him. Who is this guy?"

"Could be one of a few..."

A few? So there were a few beasts? Fuck. Well, isn't that joyous? I frowned.

Scrolling through the laptop's screen, I told him: "Tucker sent some info about something called Friday at 5".

"What is that?"

"Don't know yet, Sir," I said. Why didn't he know? Hadn't Tucker informed him?

"Well, right now, there's no time for that. Get to the crime scene and find out what beast we're up against."

After getting the details of where the crime scene actually was, saving me a long tracking session, I hung up and made tracks downtown to an underground carpark, beneath a skyscraper office block. I wondered why Tucker had been here, what businesses were housed in the 50-story-plus building and if any of them were relevant to this particular target.

I scanned through the area quickly, making sure no one was around, then with hands in pockets, I stood still near the police tape surrounding Tucker's nondescript metal grey sedan, and let my senses take over. Tuning out everything else, I let sight, sound and smell reach out, stretching and pulsing, searching. The smell of engines and gas was strong but not enough to disguise the sticky coppery stench of blood. And beast.

Yes, there it was. The distinctive smell of something not quite fully human, yet not animal either. My beast snarled low and rough, fangs glinting and sharp.

Gotcha. Now that I had his scent, I could track him anywhere.

I had just turned in the direction his scent travelled when my phone rang. Pulling it from my pocket, the caller I.D showed Tucker's coded name. Which was fucking impossible.

Right. Someone wanted to play mind games.

"Hello," I answered in a low voice.

"You must be the one he was going to send after me," said a British voice. But I wasn't just hearing it in my ear. It was echoing through the air and I quickly scanned everywhere in search of his hiding spot. As soon as I pinpointed him, he blurred away immediately. What is this? Hide and seek? Screw that. I don't play games.

"Why don't you come out and introduce yourself," I challenged him.

"Awww, but this is so much more fun," he said with a sarcastic laugh.

Yeah, right.

"Well, I don't play games" I told him.

"It's not a game. It's magic!" He said with a flourish, as if revealing some trick that was meant to impress me. "And I know all your tricks. Listening for my heartbeat? Ba-bum, Ba-bum, Ba-bum." And he laughed like a maniac.

Why did evil psychos always sound more evil in a British accent? This guy was setting off my crazy-radar alarm big time, the vibes coming through the phone thick with equal measures of malice and looney.

"So, what's happening Friday at 5?" I asked as I continued tracking him. He was a beast - why was he bothering playing these see-me-now disappearing games? He'd know I could track him no matter how often he jumped around. Unless he didn't know?

Nah, I dismissed that. He'd know. He should smell it on me.

"Try and stop me!" He yelled suddenly, threateningly. "I'll make sure you're crossed off that list sooner than anyone intended!"

What the fuck did that mean? I felt an uneasy frisson, as if someone ran their fingertip down the back of my neck. My beast growled menacingly, disturbed.

"You don't know about the list, do you?" Looney Brit said with an sick laugh. "I'd be careful if I were you." And with that, he was gone.

A part of me wanted to dismiss his words as the rantings of a lunatic but I couldn't do that - I'd be a fool to do that. My instincts were tingling, beast hackles alert.

I scanned through the carpark once again before heading back to the boathouse, letting my mind tick over, sorting and discarding facts from suppositions as the beast-target's words echoed hollowly in my mind.

My phone rang and when I glanced at the screen, no I.D came up. Unsure if it was the psycho calling back for more games, I picked up the line but didn't say a word, waiting to see what happened. When the digitalised voice of the Commander came through, I released a small sigh.

"It's you. Condor." I said.

"Tucker's dead. Who else would it be?" Smart ass.

"His killer. He called me from the crime scene. He was there waiting for me."

"You have a description?" he asked abruptly.

"Barely. He's fast. British." I told him.

"It IS Sebastian," he said, his apparent suspicions confirmed. "NYPD is investigating Tucker. "

Shit, shit, shit.

That meant chances were high Catherine was investigating - if her precinct was working on the case. I didn't like that at all. I didn't want her anywhere near these beasts. Wanted her as far away as possible from them. My protective instincts were so strong with her and I knew that I'd do everything possible to keep her safe. No question about that. I had to hope that it was another precinct, other cops involved in the case. Not to mention the fact that I was the assassin- making it all very complicated.

"I just learned that they're looking into art galleries, all of which were owned by Nigel Clifton," the distorted voice continued, pulling me back from my thoughts. "What they don't know is that Clifton's son Sebastian is a Muirfield project who escaped when we eliminated Muirfield."

"So, is that why he's on your list?" I asked, remembering the Brit's words.

"So you put two and two together?"

"Cause that's what we're doing here, right? You got a list of names, Tucker's job was to locate them and I eliminate them one by one," I said, laying it out in black and white.

"Just trying to keep people safe, remember?" The voice might be digitally altered but the sarcasm still came through. Asshole.

"Is that why I'm on the list...Sir?" I threw the words out there just to see which ones he'd pick up.

A chilled silence. My nerve endings prickled, beast was on high alert.

He took a moment, a moment too long to answer indignantly ; "Who told you that? Sebastian? He's just trying to throw you off!"

Why would he assume that it was the Looney-Brit? It could have just as easily been someone, something else. Hmmm. And even though he was correct in theory, there was something not sitting well with me now. His indignation felt false, contrived and the bastard waited too long to act all offended. Something felt off.

"Okay, why should I believe you?" I challenged.

"Because if I betray you, you could kill me in seconds."

Well, that's true.

But that doesn't mean that I'm not on this list.

"Now, Vincent," the commander's robotic voice now held traces of placating rationality as if I was a kid needing to be reasoned with. "You gotta trust me."

Do I ?

"You are not on the list. But Sebastian is and we've gotta stop him before he kills again. So, what happens Friday at five?"

I decided I'd placate him and let the matter drop. It worked in my favour to let him think I believed him.

But I didn't.

"Unclear, Sir," I said. "Look, you said that Sebastian's father owned art galleries, right? There might be a connection there."

"Yes. You need to find out. And Vincent?" he paused, making sure he had my full attention. "I'm not the one you should be worrying about," he said, coldly. And hung up.

Prick.

His implications were glaringly obvious - I shouldn't worry about his agenda but I should everyone else's. Meaning Catherine. Meaning JT. Both?

It made sense for him to throw suspicion at them if I'm on the list - he needed my focus elsewhere. But I was less inclined to suspect them now than I would have been yesterday. Not entirely sure why, in terms of the professor dude but with Catherine...the situation between us was confusing and frustrating but yeah, I didn't feel as crazily suspicious of her as I had been yesterday. And that was even more confusing.

But all I knew was that if I had to pick between the commander and Catherine as to who I was less suspicious of, I'd pick Catherine.


	3. Chapter 3

AFTERMATH. CHAPTER THREE.

Back at the boathouse I researched Nigel Clifton and his long gone soldier son Sebastian, aka Looney Brit, and it wasn't too long before I discovered that Friday at 5 wasn't a date as such but an event. An event that was being held at Clifton's downtown gallery tonight; a charity fundraiser starting at 6pm.

6 o'clock tonight? Dammit. Why wasn't it starting at 5, like the event was called? What was the point of that?

Shit. This was a problem.

If it started at 5, then I had a chance of getting my job done, mission complete, before meeting up with Catherine at 7. But, starting at 6?

That was too tight time-wise. There'd be no guarantee of making it to her place in time and there was absolutely no way I'd risk being late and having her think I'm standing her up.

Not after all that SHE'D risked by giving me another chance.

However, I couldn't abandon my mission - a soldier follows orders and completes the tasks. No questions asked. No excuses.

So, I had to change the date time, delay it a little.

Hmm.

Taping my fingers impatiently against the table, I debated what exactly I would say to Catherine because I sure wasn't gonna give her some crap excuse like "something came up" - she deserved better than that.

After tossing aside several ideas it finally came to me - I'd tell her to meet me at the hotel we'd been to before, the one JT had told me about. We could go for a swim. Hadn't we done that before? I could say that 8pm was a better time to meet, and that was the truth - because there'd be hardly anyone there, giving us privacy to talk and ...whatever.

Plus I'd get to see her in a swimsuit. Fricken brilliant idea!

I grinned.

Grabbing my phone, I dialled her number - yes, I'd taken note of her number before I'd handed back the phone yesterday - I'm not an idiot.

"Hello," she answered softly in my ear, her voice as always heating up my blood a little.

"Hi," I replied.

"Vincent?"

She sounded surprised and uncertain. Why? Didn't she have my number in her phone, her "supposed" boyfriend's? Actually, no, she didn't, I realised as I remembered scrolling through her contact list looking for ADA Dickhead and not seeing my own name there. She should have my number in her phone if we were in a relationship. Strangely, I was a bit peeved that it wasn't. I frowned, but let it go, not wanting to let doubts creep in again. There was probably a reasonable explanation for this.

"Yeah," I said. "Listen, uh, Catherine, can we maybe change the time tonight? Push it back to 8 o'clock? "

"Oh. Uh..." She began hesitantly and I quickly continued , not giving her a chance to cancel out altogether.

"I thought we could meet at the Ashcroft Hotel, maybe go swimming? There'll be hardly anyone around at that time so we might get the place to ourselves..."

"The Ashcroft?", she gasped. "You remember the Ashcroft? Swimming? Oh Vincent," she sighed, her voice full of emotion, soft and husky. "That's so great! I can't believe it." She sounded like she was smiling.

"Uhhhh ..." I said , completely stunned into stupidity.

I panicked, unsure what to say to correct her mistake. If I told her I didn't remember, that I was suggesting this because Forbes told me we'd been there before, she'd be disappointed. But I couldn't let her believe I was getting memories when I wasn't. Dammit.

"I, um..." I searched for the right way to say this. "I thought that we'd go because..."

"That's so amazing. Maybe being there again will help trigger more memories," she interrupted me, hope strong and clear in her voice. "Okay, 8 o'clock it is. I'll meet you there. With my swimsuit!" she laughed, distracting me with visions of tiny black triangles and smooth wet skin.

Lots of smooth soft wet skin.

"Yeah," I sighed, totally lost.

"Catherine," I started again, dragging myself out of my haze but she'd already hung up.

Goddammit!

Well, shoot. Looks like I'll have to explain things later tonight at the hotel.

I really had to put better effort into keeping my mind off her delicious bits and on what was going on around me when I was with her. Otherwise I'd forever be getting lost in lascivious thoughts.

Lascivious ?

I smirked - yeah, that was one way of putting it.

Hours later, I stood hands in pockets, all decked out in suit and tie, inspecting one of the many artworks on display at the Clifton Gallery, downtown Manhattan. A band played a mix of jazz and rhythm and blues standards. Fancy ladies in their fancy dresses, on the arms of similarly suited men wandered around the gallery, critiquing and gossiping as they networked.

My senses were on high, tuned in to everything acutely as I waited for Sebastian to make his move. He wasn't here yet, I knew. My own beast was alert, ready and on edge as I wandered the gallery, keeping my eye on Nigel Clifton, a silver haired man of 60 or so as he schmoozed with the wealthy and the pretentious.

Whatever Sebastian had planned for tonight, I wished he'd get on with it - I'd been here twenty minutes already and I really wanted to be on my way to the Ashcroft.

Locking down my impatience to be out of here, I focused on surveillance, watching the doorways and taking note of the comings and goings of guests and staff.

It was because I was watching the exits and entrances, that ten minutes later, I saw red.

She entered the gallery together with two other people, one that looked like her partner and the other unknown to me.

She wore red, something flowy and sexy.

The vision of her hit me with the same savagery that her scent did - my blood heated, skin tightened and shivered, abs pulled in tight as my heart thumped hard and erratically. My beast growled, bewitched as always.

Yet again, she's turned up somewhere unexpectedly. A very bad habit.

Very. Bad.

She was on the Tucker case, no freaking doubt about it now. It was her precinct investigating.

Shit, shit shit!

But...She'd said yes to our date despite being put on a new murder case so why was she HERE instead of getting ready for tonight? Dammit! Just what was she doing here? Had she been misleading me?

I was so furious that I almost blurred over to her.

My muscles strained with the effort of holding back, trembling. My hands balled into fists in my pockets and fury hazed my eyes. She finished at the coat check and then turned and met my gaze with absolute coolness. If she was surprised to see me, she didn't show it one iota.

Goddammit Catherine!

I stalked over to her as she left her backup behind her and met me halfway.

"What the hell are you doing here?" I fumed in a low growl as I leaned into her personal space.

"What are you doing here?" she said coolly, but her eyes were sparking green gold fire at me.

"I asked first", I said like a 5 year old.

Her eyebrows scrunched as we glared at each other. Bloody hell, why did she have to look this beautiful? That wasn't helping me.

"Dance with me," she said suddenly and grabbed my hand, leading me onto the dance floor before I could figure out what the hell was happening.

Nuh-uh baby. Taking control back, I stopped and jerked her against my chest, holding her tightly there, one hand on her waist , the other holding her hand as I swayed her to the music. She looked a little startled at my sudden movement but covered it immediately by glaring at me again.

I stared down at her. She had done something to her hair so that it fell in loose waves and had a little makeup on, including something glossy on her lips. Her red dress left her arms bare, fitting tightly to her waist and had little sections of lace here and there as it showed off her curves. The skirt was all loose and flowy down past her knees. I didn't have a clue about fashion and really couldn't give a shit about it - all I knew was that she looked amazing.

And she was wearing heels.

Heels.

God help me.

I trembled slightly as my beast salivated, his senses enthralled. I was no better as I struggled to keep my temper and my lust in check. It was a close call which was dominant at the moment.

Keep it together, man.

"How did you know I'd be here?" I asked her, watching her face closely. She was investigating - did that mean she had expected me to be here tonight? I couldn't tell her that I knew the NYPD was looking into the Tucker murder either because then she'd question how I knew that.

Damn complications.

I didn't know what I was more angry with : that she was on the case; having to keep information from her; that she was in danger being here when the Looney-Brit was supposed to make his move or the fact that she was here instead of being home, getting ready for our date.

"I didn't," she replied, watching me just as closely.

"You didn't?"

"No."

"Then why are you here, Detective Chandler?"

"Detecting. You wanna tell me your excuse?" I wanted to pinch her butt for being a smart aleck.

"No excuse, baby".

"Don't call me baby, not unless you..." She stopped abruptly, pressing her lips together and looking away briefly as a slight rosy blush came to her cheeks.

Huh. Isn't that interesting? Was she blushing because of embarrassment or temper? And what had she nearly let slip?

"Not unless I...what?" I wanted to know, totally intrigued.

"Forget that. I'm on a case, following a lead. Spin me." Her eyes sparked with challenge.

"What?" I asked, not sure I heard right.

"Spin. Me." She demanded; cool, calm.

Sexy.

I spun her.

Then clutched her back to my chest nice and close, smirking down at her as we danced. Damn, she made my blood sizzle. My body was reacting to her closeness and if I just moved her slightly, pressed her a little closer, she'd know exactly how hot my blood was running.

"You wanna tell me why you and my lead have both turned up at the same place?" She asked in a smooth sultry voice, eyes boring up into mine.

"You saying I'm on your suspect list?" She wasn't gonna convince me of that - I knew better.

"Shouldn't you be?" She raised an eyebrow at me, all sass.

"You don't believe that. I can TELL you don't believe that," I said with a smirk and she gave it up with a tiny sigh - either because she knew of my inner lie detector or just figured I was good at reading people.

"So, you're here because...?" she tried to prompt me.

"Uh uh, can't discuss that, remember?"

"So I'm supposed to accept all your mysteries, that you won't discuss..."

"CAN'T discuss."

"Yet you want me to tell you about my work? About why I'm here?" She was getting riled up, green-gold eyes firing daggers of supreme annoyance at me. My beast snarled, loving the play.

"Yes. Dip."

"What?" Her turn to be startled.

"Dip," I said in warning and dipped her low over my arm till her hair almost swept the floor, our eyes clinging hotly to each other as I held her there for a moment. Christ, if we weren't in a public place...

I swung her back up, dancing her in a circle as I pulled her in closer, inserting a leg between hers and wrapping my arm tightly around her. She had to lean back to maintain eye contact with me.

I could see the fire in her eyes - equal parts anger and lust, the same as mine, no doubt, as I didn't try to hide the want I felt. What was the point? She surely could feel how hard she made me, my cock full and throbbing.

"You're a smooth dancer, Ms Chandler. You fit against me just...perfectly." My voice came out gravelly and rough with desire.

"If you're trying to embarrass me in front of my back-up, it won't work," she said with defiance, but the blush was back.

"Really? Not even if my hand slides a little closer to your totally squeezable ass?" I couldn't resist teasing her now, ramping up the sexual tension that throbbed so acutely between us. I pulled her hips close, pressing her tightly against me and slid my hand down the silky red fabric of her dress, letting my palm glide over her luscious cheek for a moment. I knew the second she came in contact with my hard-on because her pupils dilated and she gasped a little. "And I lean down close to your ear" I continued, following words with action, "and whisper how your perfume, your natural perfume, drives me crazy? How it brings out the, umm...animal in me?"

"Vincent!" Her eyes flared, indignant yet turned on too. I could see it there, in the depths of her eyes, even as she tried desperately to hide it.

I smirked.

God, she was fun to tease, burning even hotter with fury, sending lust flowing like lava through my veins.

Dammit, where was the nearest closet? Although she probably wouldn't be crazy about that idea...

"This isn't a game!" She hissed angrily.

"That's twice today someone's said that to me," I grumbled. "I'll repeat what I told them - I don't play games."

"You don't think it's a game to delay our meeting..."

"It's not a meeting. It's a DATE," I said, pissed that she would call it a "meeting". Yeah right. She only said it that way to annoy me.

"A date where you lied to me about getting your memories back!" She glared accusingly at me.

"What? No! I didn't lie!" Okay, that pissed me off even more. I glared back at her.

"JT told me he gave you the cliff notes of our relationship."

"He did, but..."

"So you do admit you lied ?! " she gasped in disbelief, eyes wide.

"No!" Dammit, she was twisting this the wrong way. "Catherine, I was planning to explain the mixup later tonight at the hotel when I saw you. I wasn't planning on seeing you here! And I was hoping that your precinct wasn't the..." I shut up.

"That my precinct wasn't on the Tucker murder case? " she finished for me, voice low and vibrating with temper. "And that's why you tried to send me to the hotel - so I'd be far away from here?"

"No," I growled at her, infuriated that she wasn't letting me explain. "It wasn't like that! It was because..."

"Yes. You wanted me out of the way so you lied about recovering some memories." Her beautiful eyes raged with accusation and fire, hurt trembling faintly deep in their green-gold depths.

"You've got it all wrong," I insisted, desperate for her to listen.

"Well, now that I AM here, I'm happy to save you a trip to the Ashcroft and having to think of more lies. Thanks for the dance," she said in a cool, dismissive voice. With that, she pulled out of my arms, turned and walked away, red skirt swishing as she left me standing alone on the dance floor, stunned and disbelieving.

My beast growled, peeved and frustrated.

Goddammit, no! This was not happening!

I stalked after her.

"Catherine!"

And that's when Sebastian chose to make his move.

**_Authors Note:_** You know I love to hear from you...


End file.
